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Summary:
Ashley tries masturbation to help fall asleep.

Work Text:
Ashley found herself unable to sleep. She tossed and turned, fidgeted and ground her teeth. She was horny, and what should be an easily remedied issue was made difficult by the fact that she shared a room with her older brother Andrew. Normally he was the one who couldn't sleep, and would come to her for comfort in his insomnia. "Maybe I should pester him to help me sleep for once," she thought, then blushed at the idea. She turned it over in her head for a bit, then decided that he could do just that while still asleep.

Careful to try and be quiet she slid her shorts and panties down and off, pushing them to the side out of her way. People told her it was weird to sleep in her clothes like that, but she found it the most comfortable. Plus Andrew did the same, so she felt like she was in like minded company. Relatively. Her hands slipped down between her thighs, cold fingers finding her warm and needy pussy. One went to her lips, idly playing with them as the other came to rest on her clit.

She pressed it, savoring the dull ache that accompanied the sparks of stimulation. She felt herself getting wet and began making little circles around it. Ashley grit her teeth trying not to moan out loud and give herself away. Not that she'd mind Andy noticing her pleasing herself like a slut, but he'd be so goddamn pissy about being woken up. The thought of Andrew seeing her, his darling little sister in such a compromising situation made her throb. She felt her wetness leaking onto her hand and began teasing her pussy more and more. Fingers slipped between her lips and dipped inside just a bit, working themselves back and forth until they were slick enough to reach inside.

A quiet gasp escaped her lips as she found her most sensitive spot inside, the one she had learned to hook her fingers up to reach. She recalled Andrew beckoning her over yesterday by pointing at her and doing that little come hither motion with his finger. She saw stars as an intense wave of pleasure rolled over her. God, if Andy did that to her she would die and go to hell with a fucked out smile on her face. She was panting and drooling, fingers pushing both her buttons.

The more she thought of Andrew the better it felt. Picturing his hands on her naked body gave her goose bumps. His tongue down her throat, it made her drool. His body on top of her, and what would naturally come along with it made her gasp and moan. Without realizing it, she was quietly moaning his name now, sprinting towards a cliff fully intent on hurling herself over the edge.

Ashley glanced over at Andrew, checking to see if he was still asleep. He was. Which probably meant he wouldn't wake up if she kept going. She indulged herself, quietly moaning her beloved's name. She felt that familiar tingle and the aching heat that came with it. She was past the point of no return and was going to cum, hard. Maybe harder than she ever had before. "Andy, Andy, please Andy," his name felt so good on her lips, she was drooling. Rubbing her clit and fingering her soaked pussy, her voice caught in her throat. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she came, still thinking of Andrew, still calling out for him. Her entire body shook and spasmed. She couldn't think, her orgasm was so strong it nearly knocked her out.

"Ashley what the fuck, are you having a nightmare or something?" Andrew put his hand on her shoulder. He was woken up by the sound of her calling out for him. It sounded like she was in pain. Angry though he was at being woken up he couldn't leave her to suffer if something was wrong.

Ashley couldn't do anything but look up at her brother, eyes unable to focus. He looked down at her with that same irritated face he regarded everything with. Andrew rubbed his eyes for a moment then looked back at her, realization dawning on his face. Silently, he turned towards the bedroom door and went to the living room. She heard him flop on the couch and found herself alone with her thoughts.

"Whelp," she thought, slapping herself n the face then immediately regretting it as it was still slick with her bodily fluids. She fished a towel out of the floor and cleaned herself up as best she could. She'd get a shower later, once Andrew was less mortified. Pulling her panties and shorts back on she settled back into bed, still feeling the aftershocks of her climax. As she drifted off to sleep she swore she heard Andrew breathing heavily in the next room. A devious grin crept across her face as she fell asleep, content that he was perhaps more like minded than she thought.